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When against the Captain of Hazor

The stars in their courses fought,
Did the sky shed merciful rays, or

With love was the sunshine fraught ?

Can they favour man ?    Can they wrong man ?

The unapproachable skies ?
Though these gave strength to the strong man,

And wisdom gave to the wise ?
When strength is turned to dension,

And wisdom brought to dismay,
Shall we wake from a troubled vision.

Or rest from a toilsome day 9

Nay 1   I cannot tell.    Peradventure

Our very toil is a dream,
And the works that we praise or censure

It may be, they only seem.
If so, I would fain awaken

Or sleep more soundly than so,
Or by dreamless sleep overtaken

The dream I would fain forego.

For the great things of earth are small things,

The longest life is a span.
And there is an end to all things,

A season to every man,
Whose glory is dust and ashes,

Whose spirit is but a spark,
That out from the darkness flashes,

And flickers out in the dark.

We remember the pangs that wrung us

When some went down to the pit,
Who faded as leaves among us.

Who flitted as shadows flit;
What visions under the stone he ?

What dreams in the shroud sleep dwell ?
For we saw the earth-pit only*

And we heard only the knell.